TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
couldn't stop it. And as for arms and legs," triumphantly scoring,
"in my Albany rooms that were burnt, so you never saw it, I Lad
a perfect leg, Duncan Grant's—Don't interrupt again!—From one
of his friezes; I couldn't buy the whole frieze, so I bought that.
Such life, you could visualize the whole figure it was part of!"
"Anyhow, the eight you chose (or was it twenty-eight?) except
for St. Anne, were complete pictures. We never heard anything
about sketches and fragments then."
"No, of course we didn't, because I was allowed to have die
whole picture; but I'm not allowed the whole symphony/*
"Who didn't allow you ?"
"TheB.B.C"
"That's the most pathological reason of all. As if you would
allow a litde thing like that to interfere."
"I was playing honestly," I plugged. "You have to play games
honestly'* (becoming public school) "or there's no sense in playing
them at all. There's no sense in playing this one anyway," I added,
anticipating her next remark.
"There isn't," she agreed, "but if I'd been playing it, and heaven
forbid that I ever should, if I hadn't managed to find eight separate
short records, I'd have used my whole eight for one complete
symphony or concerto."
"And you'd have gone mad on your island," I retorted with
much satisfaction* "Lots of musical purists do!—Is that true, by
the way ?" lapsing into friendship.
"I wouldn't put it past them," amicably.
For as we become more easily furious over sound than over
what meets the eye, taste, smell, touch, so we can more easily
become insane, or at all events a borderline case, over noise (the
word for ugly sound) than over a repulsive sight, a bad smell, an
unpleasant taste or & jarring contact. There are various ways of
dividing the people of the world so that they fall into halves; the
sheep and the goats; on the side of the angels and on the side of
the devil Kipling sorts us into the sons of Martha and the sons
of Mary:
The Sons of Mary seldom bother, for they have inherited that good part;
But tie Sons of Martha favour their Mother of the careful soul and die
troubled heart,
And because she lost her temper once, and because she -was rude to the
Lord, her guest,
Her Sons must wait upon Mary's Sons, world without end, reprieve or rot.
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